| always felt great interest in the painter Jeronimo Bosco and during a trip to Holland 
| visited his hometown, that is, 's-Hertogenbosch, also called Bois-le-Duc=Doge 
Forest And there the hotelier, per sona of a certain culture, proposed to me: "If only 
out of curiosity, sir, why don't you go to see Peter van Teller? He's a bit of a weird 
guy, a watchmaker who lives on a small income after having given the workshop to 
his nephew. | think he's the oldest of 's-Hertogen bosch. Throughout his life he has 
taken care of Bosch, 

convinced that to an ancestor of his on his mother's side. And about Bosch he has 
written a booklet many years ago, which at that time produced a certain scandal. He 
has certain curious ideas... It is possible that a visit could be useful to you..." And 
when | said this, he smiled with a certain irony and | wondered if he spoke badly or if, 
benevolently, he was teasing me. 

In the signs he gave me, an alley behind the municipal palace, | stopped before the 
tiny garden of a two-story house in classic old Holland style: windows divided into 
small boxes, two-sided roof with two attic windows, crossed to both parts by walls cut 
into small canvases and at the top an iron cock; three tall chimencas, and on one of 
them something that could be a stork nest. 

| pulled the handle of the bell of the fence, and soon after a short woman, sixty years 
old, very neatly arranged, and touched with a gentle white chest, came to open me. 
As she spoke only Dutch | did not understand well if she was a maid or a relative of 
the old watchmaker. Luckily a passerby who knew German intervened with my help. 
Like this | knew that van Teller had gone out to take a break and would not return 
before an hour. But if you didn't want to spoil it, you could reach it in the public 
garden; van Teller always sat on the third bench, transposed the stage, to the right. 
And | couldn't go wrong: al was the oldest man in 's-Hertogenbosch and lle there 
was a hat from other times, with an anchisima wing. 

How old would he be? Eighty, ninety? Two hundred? It was impressive the number 
of wrinkles that crossed his face all bones, and yet, it was a still lively and in some 
way bellicose physiognomy. When | approached and he looked at me, | immediately 
noticed an extraordinary resemblance of his house to the only sure portrait of 
Jerome Bosco, the drawing conser vado in Arras; the same hawk eyes, piercing and 
malicious, the same peremptory mouth that ends in two somewhat mocking folds. 
The portrait of Arras, 

which presents to us the painter already in his early years, coincides perfectly with 
the face of the man who, at the bottom of the Coronation of thorns of El Escorial, 
observes with piety and reprobation the torture of Christ; 

only here Bosch appears with abundant black hair, in the fullness of virility. Well, the 
old man | had before me to represent, with respect to the two portraits, the third 
stage, which Bosco could not reach. He looked like the same man on the threshold 
of decrepitude. 

| introduced myself and was happy to see that van Te Iler knew German quite well, 
so the conversation was easy. On the other hand, you almost had to shout at him in 
his ear, because he was very deaf. 

"Who told him to go to ml? And when he found out he made a brief gesture of 
disdain, 

as if he considered the hotelier a person little rememberable. He then fell silent and 
looked at people again, as if | didn't exist. It was a mild autumn afternoon, and the 
trees, which were already beginning to bare, flaunted the lit them. 


Pg5 


